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Whistling over the fields, and, when he had made

all sure,

'Thy line is at end/ he said, 'but at least I have
saved its name/

THE BEGINNER

On the first hour of my first day
In the front trench I fell.

(Children in boxes at a play
Stand up to watch it well.)

R. A. F. (AGED EIGHTEEN)

Laughing through clouds, his milk-teeth still un-
shed,

Cities and men he smote from overhead.
His deaths delivered, he returned to play
Childlike, with childish things now put away.